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Wonderful Example 


Shewed upon One 


fGOD'sJUSTICE 


Jaſper Conningham, a Scotci Gentleman, 


That there was neither G © D, nor Devil, Cc. 


Who was of Opinion, 


To the Tune of, 0 Neighbour Robert, &c. 


— _ 


T was a Scotch Han, 
a Scotch Man lewd of Fife, 
That long had lived 
unlawful from his Wite ; 
Dis name was laſper Conningham, 
as AJ did underfiahd, 
"Whoſe Dwelling was at Aberdeen, 
a Town in kair Scotland. 


He had a Siſter 
which was both fair and bꝛight, 

Wozfhipfulip wedded 

unto a wozthp Knight; 
Godlp, wiſe, and vertuous | 

in every thing was the, 
A fairer comp Ladp 

in Scotland could not be. 


Her wicked Bꝛother 
fluch inward Pains did probe, 
That with his kair Siſter 
- te greatlp was in love: | 
He watches time, and woocs her, 
. ſhews to her his mind, 

Am ſtill he ſaps, Sweet Siſter, 
not to me un kind. 


This comclp Ladp, 
in mild and genjle wile, 
Uuto her Bother 
thus modeſtly replies: 
The Lo:d foꝛbid. dear Bother, 
«3 ſhould conſent at all 
To ſuch a damned Acten, 
to bꝛing our Souls in Theall, 


Are not great Toꝛments 
pꝛepar'd fo: hateful Sin? 

J's not God as fightecus 
ag ever he hath been? 

Is not Hell pzepare#, ; 
with guenchleſs Flames of Fire, 


To give ſuch wicked Perlons 


their due delerved Hire 2 


Wherekoze, dear Dzother, 
regent, and call fo2 Gzace, 


Tet not thife Potions 


within pour Heart take place: 
Tonſider how 16 Judgement 

we ſhall be one Map bzoug if, 
To an\wer foz our Follics, 

which in our Lives we waught. 


Licens d and Enter d. 


= > — — 


Her Vꝛother hearing | 
ber Godly Chziſtian Tall, 


Within the Garden, 


as thep alone did walk, 
Blaſphemonfip replied, 

as ſhamelels ag he ſtood, 
Crping, You have deciar'd- 

a Tale ot Robin Hood. 


Nou are deceived, 
fair Silir, then laid he, 
To talk of Heaven's Glozp, 
02 Hells Plagues unto me; 
Theſe are Scviiev Fables 
to liccp p30z Souls in fear. 
Chat were by wife Wen wzitten, 
though ns tic things there were. 


Nou ſpeak of Vicckoning, 

and of a Indgmeut⸗dap, 
And akter Life eis ended, 

and Fleſh conſum'd awap; 
And ol a God moſt juip 

will plague all things an iss; 
And thoie that ds helteve it 

are much dece id 5 Wis , 


ir Wire ri ee, 
No G O D, no2 Devil is bidin 
in Heaven noz Hell, J Know 
31 things are wꝛought by Nature, 
the Earth, the Air, the Skp, - 
There 1s no Jop no2 Soꝛrow, 
alter that Men do die. 


Therekoze let me have Pleaſure, 
While here J do remain. 
I fcar not God's Difpleaſure, 
noz Hell's tozmenting Pain. 
No looner had ic ſpoken 
this tou blalphemous thing, 
But that a heavy Judgement 
ugon zim God did bring: 


Fo2 in the Garden, 

Whereas he did abide, 
Suddenly a Fire 

ſpꝛung up cn every ſide, 
Which round about incloſed 

this damned Mꝛetch that Dap, 


Ws raar'd and erp'd moſi grievoug, 


but could nat ger away, 


T.;is kearkul Fire 
up to his Knecg did rice, 
Burning view ite Bzimſtone, 
in mon outragious wile : 
The Ladp which beucid it, 
ran crping in fo? Aid, 
To pluck awap {cr B.other, 
which in the Fare ſtard. 


But nought p2evatled, 
fo2 all that they could do, 
Zong Saves and Pitchfozks 
the reached him unto ; 
Becanſe thep durlt not venture 
near to the ficrp Flame, 


De taking hold upon them 


to dꝛaw him out o'the fame. 


But not a Finger 
noꝛ Hand chat he cond move, 
Dis Arms hung dead behind him, 
great Pains he chen did pꝛave; 
And now he bands and curlcs 
the Dap that he wag hozn, 
And wiſhes that his Carcale 
bp Devtis migöt be ton. 


New J feel *ſnredip 
(quorh he) therc is God, 
That ſurciy 39th plague me 
with his firong Jron⸗rod; 
© hide mc from his Pꝛeſence, 
$is Loo&s are death to me; 


| Nothing but Wzath and Vengeance 


about him do J ſee. 


J have deſpiſed him, 

but can ne Whit repent, 
Mp Heart is Harined, 

my ind cannot relent: 
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Fe2 me pile wꝛetched Crearnce, I 


in all the Peoples fight ; 


His Carcafe ſtunk moze filthy 
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deipis'd fo2 evermoze, 


Jam in Hell tozmented, . 
and toendicfs Pain; 3 
Lock how the Devils tozment me 
in ſiretching everp Dein; 
Look how thep ſwarm abont me 

O what Yeli-fievds are theſe ! ' 
Woe woꝛth the time that ever 

did the L92d diſpleaſe. 


J burn in flaming Fire, 
pet do no whit conſume ; 
Ap Conſcience doth toꝛment me, 
that did in Sin pꝛeſume: 
Alas! mp loving Siſter. 
now bo J know fuli well, 
There is a God molt Aightco:is, 
and eke a Devil in Hell. | 


And with theſe Speeches 
his Cpcs fell from his Head. 
And by firings hung dangling 
below his Chin ſtark dead: 
See how the Devils, then he ſaid, 
gath pluckt mp Epes out quite; - 
That alwaps was unwo:rhp 
to vicw the heavenly Tight. 


Then krom his Mouth there fell 
his foul blaſphemous Tougue, 
In verp uglp manner 
moſt piteouſlp it hung 
And there awap he rotted, 


Bp Lice and filthp Vermine 
he was conſumed quite. 


With gaſtilp G2oaning, 

and Shzieks that ſounded high, 
Two Yours after - 

this curfed Man did lie; 
And there at length he died, 

and then the Fire ccag'd ; 


than anp carrion Beaſt, 


No Man wag able 
fo2 to endure the ſmell, 
Nez pet to come to burp him, 
ag true Nepoꝑt doth tell; 
Until he was conſumed, 
he lap above the Gzound, .- 
She Dooꝛs about the Garden 
theretoze was locked round. 


Tet all Blaſphemers 
take Warning by this Thing, 
Leaſt that God's Vengeance 
then do upon them bing: 
And, Tord, grant all Chziſtiang 
thy hoi Gꝛace and Fear, | 
Thep map think on the Puniſhment 
that Conningham had here, f 
| mal 


